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The Party 


Author's Notes: 
Goes along with Only Cowards and Nothing Lasts forever. Wasn't beta'd so if there's mistakes that | missed, 


please let me know. Also, please RR, | like to be encouraged when l'm writing. 


Its the typical party scene, crowded room full of scantily clad women, drugs, booze and people pairing off. l'm 
sitting in the corner, content to be myself with my bottle of Jack. | push my black hair out of my face, trying 
to see who just walked in the door. | get up and walk over once | see a familiar blonde head. 

"Hey man! How the fuck are you?" Duff asks me when | reach him. 

‘lm doing pretty good, how about yourself?" 


‘lm pretty good. I'm thrilled about being back home," he answers, giving me a hug. 


Out of the corner of my eye | see a familiar redhead entering the room. | take a step back from Duff and 
weigh my options. | figure | have three: | can stay at the party and try to avoid him by getting so drunk | 


pass out, | can leave and go back home, or three, | can stay and try to talk to him. None of them are 


particularly appealing but | figure | might as well stay, it's good to see Duff and | really would like to catch up. 
"Earth to Izzy! Are you there, man?" Duff asks me, snapping his fingers in front of my face. 


| blink, realizing that | had been ignoring Duff for the last five minutes. "Sorry, man. | just saw Axl and | was 
trying to figure out whether or not | was going to stay." 


"I didn't know he was going to show up. He misses you, you know. He acts like he doesn't care that you left, but 
| know different.” Duff responds softly, a look of concern in his eyes. 


| stare at the ground when | hear that. | didn't think he'd miss me, | didn't think | was that important to him. 
"Well what's done is done. Believe me, | would love for things to be like they were but it's not going to happen," 
| say out loud to the bassist. 


| understand, man. I'm gonna get some booze and uh, mingle. I'll catch up to you later, k?" 


"Yeah," | respond as he turns and walks to the nearest girl with a bottle of whiskey. | myself opt for settling 
back in my corner, hopefully I'll be invisible. l'm not ready to talk to him. 


An hour goes by and | mentally pat myself on the back for successfully avoiding Axl. | get up to find another 
bottle of Jack and regret my actions immediately. 


"Hey," the redhead says softly, looking down at the floor. 
"How are you?" | ask him, willing him to look at me. 


"| could be better. It's been lonely on the road without you," he says, voice full of longing. | can see the desire 
in his bright green eyes. 


"Yeah, well you could have asked me to stay. You know | would have," | respond coldly. | know that's not what 
he wanted to hear and | applaud myself mentally. | refuse to let myself get hurt. 


He looks taken aback. "I know and | should have," he sighs as he pushes his hair out of his face. | remember 
running my fingers through that red hair, tangling it in the midst of passion 


| don't think | can handle going back to what we had, Axl. | really don't. | hate being cheated on and lied to. 
Girls, | can handle because that's for the image but other guys, that hurt," my voice breaks as | move my 
gaze to the floor. Great, | can feel the tears welling up in my eyes, I'm not drunk enough to pass out but l'm 


drunk enough to cry. 


"I know | hurt you and | regret it. | kick myself in the ass everyday for fucking up what we had. | love you, 
Izzy. | want To be with you," he says quietly as he reaches a hand out to my face. 


| flinch, afraid he's about to hit me. "You say this now but what happens when you go back out on tour and 


l'm not around to remind you?" | ask 


"Come back and be in the band again. | promise to be different. | can change, | swear," he pleads, hope in his 


eyes. 


| think about his offer. l'd love to be back in the band but | know I'll be setting myself up for a whole lot of 
heartache. "I think I'm gonna have to pass on coming back to the band," | start, looking in his eyes, "But maybe 


| could give you and | another chance." 

"| promise you won't regret it!" He says happily. 

| already do. "I need a drink," | say as | walk away from him. | search the room for an unopened bottle of vodka 
| walk into the living room and start throwing the cushions off of the couch. | manage to accidentally hit Duff 
in the face with a couch cushion. 

"What are you doing?" he asks me, rubbing his face. 


"Searching the couch for vodka," | respond matter of factly. 


Duff looks at me and starts laughing hysterically. "Why in the hell are you searching the couch for vodka?" He 


manages to get out. 


"Because someone might have stuck an unopened bottle between the cushions thinking it would be a smart 


hiding place," | say, throwing him an irritated glance. 


"| see. And would you needing an unopened bottle of vodka have anything to do with that conversation you just 
had with a certain red head?" Duff asked, plopping down on the couch and making it impossible for me to 
search the other side of it. 


"| just agreed to get together with him." 

Duff chokes on his drink "You did what?" He asks, a surprised expression on his face. 

| agreed to get back together with him. Yes, | am fully aware that it was a stupid thing to do and | wanted to 
tell him to fuck off but | just couldn't do it," | rush to get the words out. "Dude, | think | need to get out of 
here. It was stupid to talk to him, | should have just walked away when he said hey. Godfuckingdammit! | walk 


away from Duff, leaving him confused and sitting on the couch. 


| trip over someone passed out on the floor on my way out of the house. | hear someone behind me, | know 


who it is before | even turn around. 


"Where are you going?" Axl asks me as he falls into step beside me. 

"I need to think and in order to think, | need air," | say, trying to avoid looking at him. 

"What do you have to think about?" 

"Us. Like | said, | don't think | can handle getting hurt again. Maybe we should just call it off," | look over at him. 
He stops walking and grabs my arm. "Izzy, please don't do this to me. | really want to be with you and I'll make 


it work," he pleads, pulling me to him. 


| sigh and try to smile. "I know you do and | know you think you can. But | still have my doubts. You broke my 
trust" | say, trying to appear cold and distant and | know that I'm failing miserably. He has this affect on me 


where he makes me forget how much pain he's caused until he hurts me again. Damn him. 


He kisses me deeply and | feel myself being drawn back in again | find myself raising my hands to his hair, 
running my fingers through it. | pull away after a few minutes. 


"We should really go back to my place or something," he says after we part. 


"Yeah. No, just let me go home and sleep on this. I'm still not sure I'm ready," | reply, looking at him. His face 


falls but he agrees to give me more time. He kisses me one last time before | turn and walk away. 


Early Afternoon Phone Call 


Author's Notes: 
Just a short chapter. I'm still not sure where l'm taking this so we'll see how it goes. As always, please r€r. 


| make my way back to my shitty little apartment. | open the door and make my way to my bed, pulling my 
clothes as | go. What the hell was | thinking? | knew better than to talk to him. | collapse on my bed and mull 
things over. | could just go back to the band and him and if things don't work out, l'm walking away this time, 
for good. | ran my hand through my hair, frustrated with myself for knowing that I'm giving in. | get up and 
walk to my cupboard and pull out a bottle of whiskey. | carry it back to my bed and do a couple shots before 
finally passing out. 


“Shut up!" | yell at the phone. Who the fuck is calling me this early in the morning? | look over at my clock and 


realize that it's after one in the afternoon | reach over and pick up the phone. "Hello?" | mumble. 
"Hey, Iz It's me. | was just wondering if you gave us any more thought," Axl greets me. 


"Uh, yeah. Yeah | have. | decided I'm gonna come back. To you and the band, just on a trial basis. Any fuck ups 
and I'm gone for good this time," | say. 


"You are? Oh man, that's awesome!" he responds, voice full of excitement. "| promise | won't let anything come 


between us again" 


"| know, | know. Listen, I'm gonna take a shower and then I'm going to the diner for something to eat, wanna 


meet me there in an hour?" | ask him while getting up from my bed. 
"Yeah, I'd love to. I'll see you in an hour." 
"Alright, bye," | say before hanging up. 


| head to the bathroom and turn on the shower. | let it run for a couple minutes before getting in | want the 
water to be as hot as | can stand. | feel dirty and used already. | scrub my body until its raw and after 
fifteen minutes, | feel satisfied that l'm clean and | get out. | dry myself off as | walk back into my bedroom. | 
rummage around through the clothes on my floor, opting for the ones | wore last night. | make some attempt 
to dry my hair, which just ends up looking like it hasn't been washed anyway. After brushing my teeth, | head 
out the door. | have ten minutes to get to the diner and Axl does not like to be kept waiting, | know that all too 


well. 


‘Izzy! | thought you were gonna ditch mel” Axl exclaims as he runs up to me and hugs me. 


"No, | just took a longer shower than | planned on," | say before planting a kiss on his cheek Normally that 
would send him into a tizzy when done in public, this time he just smiles and hugs me again. Maybe he really 
has changed. 


